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Heady F.6r Faqe,
"Leok here, Jim," s^tid Tenspot to his friend

Fosdick.
"I'm looking."
"I want an explanation of this thing."
"What thing?"
"You have been writing away industriously fo

four or five years, to my certain knowledge, am

yet you have never had anything published.
"That is true."
"My dear boy," replied Fosdick, "I'll let yoi

into a secret. You understand that as soon a;

an author makes a hit he is in immediate de

mand, and I have no intention, of being caugh
unprepared when Fame arrives. For severa

years I have been stocking up with manuscripts
+r fir»n llxr vmi 1a 1 itVio otqq f \xrnr]

which shall take the reading world by storm am

publishers begin to beseech me for manuscript
I shall be able to supply the demand. I rathe
flatter myself that my plan is a very good one

What do you think?"
Tenspot thought so, too.
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joy, my pride

rsf.

/isoul's de light

life my guide. __
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A SPRINGTIME S
LoVe's Fashion Note.

The Paris rr^odistes have declared against the
small waist, and have decided that twenty-seven
inches is now the correct measurement for the
femine figure.

The word is passed across the seas

The wasp-like waist must go.
M.vrtilla now will breathe with ease

'Tworewell for her, I know,
vh vos. this fact I can't dispute.
And yet on me 'tis tough

1 The coat sleeve of my evening suit
s Will not be long enough.

P
Time w^s when it extended quite
t Around her lissome waist

I As tenderly we said "Gobd-nlght,"
i And modestly embraced.

s Alas! to fashion I must bow,

! And soiqe new scheme Invent
For twenty-seven inches now

s .....

is Aiyrtie s measurement,
r

SHE.Why do you like the old English style of
spelling?
HE.1 always want "U" in the parlor.
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-.rhere they lind them safe and sound the following spr

\AK\A MARCH.

San _ ta, San.taMa.ri_a,my
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San tft, San.ta Ma . ri . a, My

San . ta San.t; Ma. ri.a! for
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I ca ress you, A God will bless__V'TO

11 r i r, i r'fp r i
l ca. rass yets,A God will bless. yoo.
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by Oscar Hammers'Uim.
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1.Mr. and M,rs. Sprocket Wheeler put their

J\. Ban Likeijess.
.A convulsive shudder shook his frame.
"This"
The Spirit of the Father of His Country spoke

through the painted lips.
"isn't the least"

The accents were as bitter as gall, and sarcasm

reirtied over all.

A sneer curled the aforesaid lips, and
^-.1 a cold, stei 1\ glitter shown balefully in

' the eyes,
N. . lil<.e me!

f was with disdainful dissatisfaction
y'ySJ that the poorly executed picture, by a

i',"1» 'rt

thus apoSthophjzed spaces.
Having- declared his sentnnents a eon'vulsive shudder shook his frame.
And no wonder.

worn, an,worn.an so fair!
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mor - tal ev . er loved as I,

A e ts&yo.
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char.' ing, an - gel white.
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eyes, I lift on bend ed knee
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bicycles away for the winter in tl>e cellar.

The Rev/ard of Genius.
"Great Scott!" exclaimed the visitor, in astonishihent,gazing out of the window of the sanctumof the Jayville Herald. "What are those

queer-looking objects squirming around out there
in the yard?"
"That," replied the able editor, "is a load of

wood with which Partner Whetrock paid his subscriptionyesterday. The hot sun has warped the
sticks till they are so crooked they cannot lie
still."

U/l?ei} pall is J-lere.
" 77 er mellowed fruits and sheaves

Let poets get the dumps.
The time the common mortal grieves

Is Avhen his gas bill jumps. f
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My thanks a .bove to thee!
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